The dove wings, cruel body of Griffin,
A hive with red and bitter green woven,
At sudden, the blue ocean into dark thick,
Smeared the sky with soot and smoke of wings fire,
With fetid smell, burning, over the land,
Of venomous flesh and stingy thorn,

Exist no where now, the hives and wasps and Wasp*

Oh look, health and wealth on flexible in race,
Who wW win and gain an immortal lace?
Others, teose %o* andConfidence in nature,.
And live under the shade erf the other,
The Fate, the judge of the race, command sense,
Control on each step, impartial fence,
Nature protect the looser with its ailment,
To balance the society to management